The Tr age Ate of 

Godfatie King Harry vnkingd Richard hies, 

Andfend him many yeeresofSun-lhinesdaies* ' 

What more remaines ? 

North. No more, but that you read 
Thefe accufations, and thefegrieuous crimes. 
Committed by your perlon, and your Followers, 

Againft the ftate and profite of this Land $ 

That by confefling them, the Foules of men 
May deen>c that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mult 1 doefo? and mult J rauell out 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland l 
If thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not lhame thee in fo faire a troope. 

To read alcdureof them, if thou wouldft, 

There Ihouldft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with a blot, damd in the booke of heauen ; 

Nay of you that ftand andlookevpon, 

Whilft that my wretchednelle doth bate my felfe 5 
Though Ibmeof you (with Tilatc ) waih your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my fowre CrolTc, 

And watcrcannot wafli away your finne, 

N orth. My Lord dilpatch, read ore thefe Articles,, 
Rich. Mine eyes are fujl oftearcs, Icannotfee ; 

And yet fait water blinds them not fo much,. 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turnemineeiesvpon my felfe,. 

1 find my felfe a Traitor with the reft ; 

For i haue gruen here my foules confent 
Tovndeckethe pompous body of a King*. 

Made gloriebace, and Soueraigntie a flauc* 

Proud Maieftie a lubied, State a peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine,thou haught infultingman. 
Nor no mans Lord 5 I haue no name, no title, 

No 
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Richard the Second. 

No not that name was giuen me at the Font, 

Bil t tis vfurpt ; alacke the heauie day 
That I haue wornefo many Wintersout, 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe, 

O that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

' Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke , 

To melt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly.goodj 
And if my name be ttarling,yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraite 
That it may fhew me whata face i haue, 

- Since it is banckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui, Go fome of you and fetchalooking-glatfe. 

North. Read ore this paper while theGlafte doth come,. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I come to Hell. 

'Bvl. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The commons will not then be fatisfied. 

Rich. They (hall befatisficd,Ile read enough, 

When I doe fee the ve(y Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe, 

Giue me the glalFe : no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 
Face ofmine, and made no deeper wounds? 

Oh flattering GlalFe, like to my flollbwers in profperitiel ; 
Was this the face that euery day vnder his 
Houiholdroofedid keepeten thouland men? 

Was this the face that faaftfo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft b y BuUingbrookel 
A brittle Glorie fhineth in this face, 
AsbrittleastheGlorieisthe face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred ihiuers s 
Marks filentKing the morallofthis fpor, 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyd my face.. 

Bui. The Ihadow ofyour forrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

'Rich. Say that againe: the Ihadow of myforrew; 

Ha lets fee : tis very tru e , mygriefe 

H 3. 
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